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A Sudden Interruption 


Author's Notes: 
Another fic in this universe. | know. It sucks. | don't own these guys. 


It had been Jaska's turn to pick out the movie tonight, which meant another zombie film. | couldn't blame him, 
really. After all, when it was my turn | usually chose historical dramas that put everyone else to sleep. Jaska's 
obsession with the undead just tended to put people over the toilet instead. Luckily, tonight his choice seemed a 
bit more tasteful. | forgot the name--something about a legend?--but it had Will Smith in it, and there 


weren't buckets of blood. 


A glance to my right told me that apparently what | found watchable again had the power to put Jaska to 

sleep. He was dozing off, head tilted on the back of the couch. Roope was in a similar position to my left, but | 
suspected this had more to do with being super drunk than bored. Surprisingly, Alexi and Janne were both still 
watching the movie, neither one asleep. Alexi was tucked under Janne's arm, leaned against his side. The sound 


of machine gun fire brought my attention back to the screen. 


Just when the bombs started going off around Will Smith's apartment building, | saw Janne maneuver Alexi so 


that his head was laying in Janne's lap. The keyboardist placed a hand atop Alexis blond hair, stroking 
absentmindedly, still engrossed in the movie. | doubted Alexi could even see the tv anymore with the way he 
was shrinking behind his hair. | smiled a little at this. | figured little Allu was blushing up a storm. He always 
got embarrassed when Janne showed affection in front of the rest of us. Even me, although I'd seen much 


worse than kisses and cuddling. That was for sure.. 


It had been awhile since Janne had invited me to be involved with them in the bedroom. The last time had been 
over a month ago, which, while not unusual, was one of the longer stretches. It wasn't like | wasn't getting any. 
Ha The zombie junkie kept me plenty busy on his own and there were always groupies, in case | wanted to be 
on top for a change. Still, | missed the taste of the weird, unique dynamic that existed behind the closed door 
to Alexi and Janne's room. | had no idea how Janne got Alexi to agree to the dynamic, not to mention get off 
on it, but it wasn't exactly my place to ask. Hell, maybe Alexi had been the one to suck Janne into the 
dominance/submission shit. Whatever the case, they both seemed to enjoy it--was ‘enjoy’ the right word for 


someone getting spanked?--at this point. 


When the movie ended, Jaska and Roope were still basically knocked out on the couch. Janne gave Alexi a final 
pat before moving to get up. | watched as he tugged Alexi up with him, one arm around the smaller man's 
waist. | needed to snap out of it tonight. | was being creepy, watching them like this. Just because Alexi looked 
cute as hell, all tired and small, did not give me an excuse. | forced my head to rotate another direction and 
listened to them leave the room. Only then did | get up to make my way to my own bed, wading through the 
dark hall using my phone as a flashlight: 


"Henkka." An animated voice hissed from somewhere behind me. | whirled around, surprised, and succeeded in 
banging into a wall loudly. | squinted my eyes, waving my phone back and forth in an attempt to illuminate the 


source of the voice. 


"I'm right here you idiot" Another light glowed forth, and it came from Janne standing about two feet behind 
me. He was barely containing his laughter at my outburst. 


"You scared mel" 


"| can see that." He snorted, then erupted into the giggles he'd been holding back all along. | punched him in the 
shoulder, but it only seemed to make him laugh harder. | couldn't help but chuckle a bit too. | probably did look 


pretty stupid. 


When Janne had composed himself enough to speak, he motioned back towards his room. "Hey, if you want to 
come help out tonight, it could be fun" He smirked 


| paused, not wanting to sound too eager. "Umm, yeah. Sure, | can. | mean, so long as I'm not intruding..." 


"Come on, then" He turned around and started walking away. "Fair warning, though, we're not doing any sex 


tonight." 


Truth be told, | didn't really mind either way. It was obvious that Janne and Alexi's activities went a bit beyond 
simple fucking, and if need be | could just jack off later. | was, however, curious about what we *were* going 


to be doing. 

"Is he in trouble?" | asked, trying to gain some perspective on the situation | was about to walk into. 
"No." Janne once again wore the semi-sadistic smirk. 

It looked like | would just have to wait and see. 


When Janne opened the door to their room, moonlight filtered through the window, giving the space a nighttime 
glow. It was easy to see in here compared to the pitch black hallway. | was a little jittery with excitement, the 
adrenaline from being startled by Janne coursing through my veins, and already | could feel the atmosphere 


changing around me. 


| found Alexi's silhouette standing across the room from the bed, and when | got a little closer | could make 
out that he was looking at the floor, fully dressed in the sweatshirt and camo pants he'd worn today. His blond 
hair was a halo around his hung head, and for a split second | felt jealous that Janne had such an angelic being 


to himself. 
Janne walked over to the guitarist, standing behind him. 
"Alexi. Say hello." Janne just said his name, nodding towards me. 


"Hello, Henkka" Alexi briefly raised his head to look at me, eyes finding the floor again shyly. | knew that me 
being here raised his self-consciousness quite a bit. He was eternally averse to being watched, although he 


apparently didn't mind it too much on stage... 


"Arms up, pikkuinen" Janne prompted. Alexi complied, raising his arms so that Janne could slip the sweatshirt 
off of him. His milky torso practically glowed in the dark. | wondered humorously if he had to TRY to remain so 
ghostly pale. 


After folding up the garment, Janne reached around Alexi's waist, unbuttoning his pants and letting them pool 
around his bare feet. Alexis body was getting more tense, and even in the dimness | could see a faint flush on 


his neck. 


"Already, Allu?" Janne chuckled, teasing Alexi as he hooked his fingers under the waist of the boxers, pulling 
them down, exposing Alexis hardness. | was truly thrown off by this because, as a rule, Alexi didn't get turned 
on much by being undressed in front of someone else. Yet there he stood, his cock arching up towards his 


tummy. The flush on his neck darkened noticeably. 


Janne looked over Alexis shoulder at me. "You'll have to forgive him. He's probably a little..frustrated. Aren't 


you?" 


Alexi didn't move. 


"Look at me, Alexi." | finally spoke, walking a little closer. He did as | asked, his gray irises shining even in the 
dark. | let my eyes roam his body obviously, so that he'd know exactly what | was doing. | examined everything 
from his black fingernails to the shallow dip of his navel before letting my gaze return to his eyes. "You're so 


pretty, Alexi. You know that?" 


Janne was gently tracing lines on Alexi's lower back at the same time | spoke. | took another step towards 


Alexi, close enough now to kiss him. Which | did. 


"Mm. So pretty, | could be kissing a girl" | murmured before recapturing his lips, fingers playing with the ends 
of his hair. It wasn't completely untrue. Alexis face was smooth, and his lips were softer than pillows. | was 


fighting the urge to bite them, instead savoring their fullness gently, cupping them with my own. 


| could tell Alexi was fighting the urge to disagree with me, to defend himself. | grinned at him, stepping back 


to savor his conflicted expression. 

Janne's hand tightened around his hips, then. 

"Ready?" He leaned into Alexi's ear, licking for a split second 

"Yeah." Alexi stated emotionlessly, resuming his statue-like stoicism. 


"Okay then, why don't you go lay down" Janne turned away, walking towards the dresser while Alexi made his 
way to the mattress, laying down on his back. | stood uselessly to the side, not really knowing what to do. 
Janne had said no sex, so it seemed odd for Alexi to be laying out like this. 


When Janne came back he had some black straps in his hands. It wasn't until he set them down on the edge of 
the bed and took Alexi's hand that | realized they were restraints. He buckled one around the pale wrist and 
then attached the other end to one of the bedposts. He repeated it with the other arm and both ankles so 
that Alexi was more or less spread-eagle on the bed, unable to move properly. Lastly he wrapped a strip of 
black fabric over Alexi's eyes and around the back of his head, tying the blindfold in place. Allu was rendered 
completely immobile and blind Vulnerable. Looking at him like this roused a primal heat in my stomach. His 
snowy, exposed skin was taut over his limbs, smooth and perfect. Even without expressive eyes being visible, 
the slight part between Alexi's lips signaled the tension coursing through the room like electricity. 


But | was still just watching and waiting. Janne looked over to me and put his index finger against his lips, 
motioning for me to be quiet. Then he stood up again and started looking again in the drawer. This time he 
came up with an object that was more easily identifiable. A feather. 


He reached out and traced it down my arm lightly, raising a path of goosebumps along the way. | shivered 
involuntarily at the tingling sensation. Oh..Oh. 


Janne handed it to me, and | realized of course who | was supposed to use it on. Looking down at the 
defenseless young guitarist on the bed, | slowly dragged the tip of the feather up his forearm. The muscles 
immediately tensed, but he couldn't exactly go anywhere. | continued to swirl it over the delicate skin of his 
left arm, moving upward under his bicep. Alexi's head turned in my direction, rubbing against the sheets, 
desperately seeking some form of stimulation to erase the tickle | was inflicting. When | traced the sensitive 
skin where his arm connected to his ribcage, his shoulders arched up. The sounds of the restraints pulling 
tight and heavy breathing were the only things marring the silence of the room. His body writhed in place like 
slow motion, and his head futilely turned back and forth as | continued. 


Down his side to his waist, | applied as little pressure as possible, knowing it was torture. From the opposite 
side of the bed, Janne was leaned over, licking one of Alexi's nipples. He barely wet it before backing off and 
blowing cool air across Alexi's chest. | momentarily lost track of my own activity, watching the blond bite his 
bottom lip to keep from crying out. His body seemed to have taken on a life of its own, ceaselessly squirming 
in discomfort and tantalizing desire. His cock had remained hard, leaking precum without even having been 


touched yet. 


| moved my feather lower, making a circle on his defined hipbone. In reaction his lower body went stiff, 
snapping upward off the bed. | took advantage, swiping the feather underneath of him quickly, making him arch 
further. | was amazed that he had stayed quiet throughout everything, not uttering a single squeak. 


Janne continued his pattern of licking and blowing random patches of Alexi's skin, littering his entire body with 
goosebumps. Sometimes he would lightly stroke with his fingernails. The breathing was even louder now, air 
being forced through pursed lips and flared nostrils. What had started as fluid squirming was quickly becoming 


more desperate thrusting and jerking. 


When | made the first stroke on one of the soles of Alexi's feet, | feared the strength of his hands and ankles 
pulling the cuffs taught would break the bed. | paused, looking at Janne for assurance on whether it was okay 
to keep going. He nodded his assent, and | continued. 


Alexi was sweating, a thin sheen coating his chest and hairline. His feet seemed by far his most sensitive area. 
With every touch of the feather he contorted in vain, seeking an escape or release that wasn't to be found. 


His cock looked painfully hard. 


"It's been two weeks and four days since he's been allowed to come." Janne commented aloud. A stab of 


empathy went through me. That was over half a month. No wonder Alexi was so reactive. 
"Well, two weeks and five days, after tonight” Janne added cruelly. 


At that, Alexi let out a strained whimper, losing the tightly wound control he'd been maintaining over his 
throat. | stopped touching him, straightening my back and taking in the whole scene again. Wet streaks were 
running down the sides of Alexi's face, staining the blindfold as well. He was quivering, vibrating almost, each 


exhale bringing with it a wheeze of exertion. His wrists were red from chaffing against the leather holding 


them in place, and his hips were still fruitlessiy shifting to ease his uncomfortable arousal. 


"You were right, Henkka. Look at him. He's so beautiful” Janne's voice was sweet as honey. "Laid out like that, 
Allu, | could just keep you like that forever." 


Alexi started crying more audibly, new tears dampening the black velvet over his eyes. 


"So pretty..." 


Janne let Alexi lay there, watching closely, letting him cry himself out. He added a few words of praise here 
and there over the course of a few minutes. Every time he commented on how beautiful his little guitarist 


looked, a fresh wave of tears washed over Alexi. 


The intensity was broken when Janne walked to the head of the bed and began undoing the restraints, freeing 
Alexis arms first and then his legs. Alexi tried to curl up, rubbing and scratching his own skin vigorously, 
ridding himself of the sensation of the featherlike touches. Janne crawled next to him atop the quilt, pulling him 
into his arms and against his chest. Alexi pressed into Janne, and the two sat intertwined. 


| left when Alexi stopped crying, swooping in to give him a kiss before walking back to my own room for a 
shower. An eerie, calm sense of reality settled over me, making the events of the past hour seem surreal. The 
thought of Alexi being denied for so long almost stopped me from touching myself in the shower..almost. The 
images of Alexis twisted, tensed stomach and of his desperate frustration overcame my trepidation, as they 


would for the next week, probably. 
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As usual after an evening with Alexi and Janne, | found myself wondering what the fuck had just happened. 
Now that | was clean, satisfied, and dressed in pajama pants, | decided to go get a drink before sleeping. 


On my way down the hallway, | noticed light filtering under the door of their room. The door was cracked, and | 


heard what sounded like laughter and chatter coming from inside. Curious, | peeked in. 


Alexi and Janne were sitting across from each other with a board game between them. It looked like Sorry or 
some shit like that. The sound I'd heard was Alexi animatedly chattering and laughing with the guy who only an 
hour ago had been relentlessly torturing him mentally AND physically. He was sitting cross legged, his hands 


gesturing with his words. Like everything was normal, like he was hyper, even. 


No matter how confused | was, there was no denying that the bright smile lighting up his face was nice to see. 
| turned away, chuckling to myself at his antics. That was the Alexi | was used to seeing. Excited, talkative, and 


engaged. Playful. Janne must've calmed him down considerably since I'd left. 


| got my glass of water, carrying it back to my room with me and finally passing out, like I'd been meaning to 


do the first time. If it hadn't been for a sudden interruption.. 


